A TURKISH DERWISH
the clatter of the coffee pestle we thought we heard one hailing
under the loop-hole! all listened;~an hollow voice called wearily
to us. Mohammed Aly shouted down to him, in Turkish, which
he had learned in his soldier's life: he was answered in the same
language. cAh,5 said the aga withdrawing his head, 'it is some
poor hajjy; up Hasan, and thou run down Mohammed, open the
door5: and they hastened with a religious willingness to let the
hapless pilgrim in. They led up to us a poor man of a good pres-
ence, somewhat entered in years; he was almost naked and
trembled in the night's cold. It was a Turkish derwish who had
walked hither upon his feet from his place in Asia Minor, it -might
be a distance of six hundred miles; but though robust, his human
sufferance was too little for the long way. He had sickened a
little after Maan, and the Haj breaking up from Medowwara, left
this weary wight still slumbering in the wilderness; and he had
since trudged through the deserts those two hundred miles, on
the traces of the caravan, relieved only at the kellas! The lone
and broken wayfarer could no more overtake the hajjaj, which
removed continually before him by forced marches. Mohammed
Aly brought him an Aleppo felt cloth, in which the poor derwish
who had been stripped by Aarab only three hours before Medain,
might wrap himself from the cold.
Kindly they all now received him and, while his supper was
being made ready, they bade him be comforted, saying, The next
year, and it pleased Ullah, he might fulfil the sacred pilgrimage;
now he might remain with them, and they would find him, in
these two and a half months, until the Haj coining again. But
he would not! He had left his home to be very unfortunate in
strange countries; he should not see the two blissful cities, he was
never to return. The palmer sat at our coffee fire with a devout
thankfulness and an honest humility. Restored to the fraternity
of mankind, he showed himself to be a poor man of very innocent
and gentle manners. When we were glad again, one of the gate-
nomads, taking up the music of the desert, opened his lips to make
us mirth, sternly braying his Beduin song to the grave chord of
the rabeyby. This was Wady of the Fejir Beduins, a comely figure
in the firelight company,*of a black visage. He had lived a year
at Damascus of late, and|was become a town-made cozening
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